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scrap of iron among the ruins, and Count Neipperg pretended to recognize in it a fragment of Rudolph of Hapsburg's lance. Marie Louise either believed, or professed to believe, in this little fraud, and, later on, had bits of the chimerical lance set in gold rin^s, which she gave to various members of her circle.
She   went  on  to   Vienna  l>y  way  of  Saint-Gall, Constance, Munich,  and  Braunau,  and passed the night in the latter city.    It was the place where, on March 16, 1810, the house of Austria had formally committed her to the house of France.     That day of  profound  emotions   lay  already far behind her. The Empire, that majestic and colossal edifice, which all men had thought indestructible, had disappeared. It hail lasted not much longer than the frail walls of  the pavilion  where the young Archduchess had boon, confided to her new country.    At that time the same ceremonies had been observed as had attended the marriage of Marie Antoinette.    Triumphal arches had spanned the roads traversed by the august betrothed.    To the sound of bells, the roar of artillery, and UH.J joyous ilourish of trumpets, she had appeared before the da///led eyes of the people like a sort of goddess, illuminated by  the lustres  of an apotheosis.   And now, at the  end of four years and a half, she was again at Braunau, alas, under what different conditions!    She was travelling as a private person, bearing the  assumed title   of  Duchess  of Colorno. Nothing but the memory of those distant splendors was left to her, and it is doubtful if even that mem-